THE ESCAPE FROM THE LEADS       I5I
He hated laying out money for books, and he said, 'If you
have read all those you have I can borrow some from an-
other prisoner, which would be an economy/
'Novels, probably, which I hate.'
cNoj scientific books. If you think you are the only in-
tellectual person here you are mistaken.*
'Well, take this from me to the other intellectual person,
and ask him to lend me one in exchange.'
I gave him the Rationarium of Petau, and in five minutes
he returned with the first volume of Wolff.
I thought I might possibly enter into a correspondence
with my fellow-prisoner, and was delighted to find thes<
words written on the margin of one of the pages—
Calamltosus est animus futuri anxms.
The reader will remember that I was not allowed pencil
or ink, but I had made a very good pen out of the nail of
my right hand little finger, which I wore very long, and
the juice of mulberries made capital ink. I wrote six Latin
verses, and a list of the books I possessed, on a piece of
paper, and slipped it under the binding1 of the borrowed
book; above the title I wrote Latet.
When the second volume was brought me next day I
found a loose sheet of paper, on which was written in
Latin—
"There are two of us in the same prison, and we are delighted
at the prospect of corresponding with you. My name is Marin
Balbij I am a Venetian nobleman and a monk, and my com-
panion is Count Andrea Asquini of Udine. He wishes me to tell
you that his books, of which you will find a note on the back of
this volume, are at your service, but we warn you that we must
be very careful not to let Laurence know of our intercourse.'
It was all very well to warn me to be careful, but rather
ridiculous to do so on a loose sheet of paper, which Laurence
1 Italian books of that period were mostly bound in parchment,
turned over and stitched, thus forming a pocket on each cover.

